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Summary: 


“Do you trust me?” 

“Absolutely not." 

“Smart boy.” She placed her hand on his knee. “Stay still.” 
“What are you doing-” 

“Don’t move.” 


(Or, Max notices Lucas never fights back when she tickles him even 
though he can.) 


A Little Gentleness 
Author's Note: 
Written for the tickles of color fic exchange! 


Max once thought she had Lucas entirely figured out, but the more 
they grew together - their emotions and thoughts becoming more of 
an open topic between them - she realized she still had lots to see. 
Not to mention the transitional period that had just so happened to 
be the time they’d met, when they were going from pre-teens who 
still scraped their knees on the hot concrete, to teenagers who battled 
with still wanting to secretly let loose and thinking they were too old 
for it now. The first few months of their relationship had been 
dominated by the two of them trying to act older than they were; 
going on dates, movie nights, getting to know each other differently. 


And then something snapped in Lucas and Max got her first wakeup 
call: her boyfriend still very much was a child at heart. 


She blinked as she watched him wrestle with Dustin in the fields, 
kicking up dirt and pebbles, both of them screaming as if their whole 
lives depended on this fight. It wasn’t that Max hadn’t seen him act 
this way before they started dating, but it was different to see this 
side of him now when she herself had never really participated in it. 
She always claimed he was too scared of her to initiate any type of 
play fighting, but the truth was their relationship had still been in the 
giggly, blushy, pretending-to-be-cooler-than-you-were phase up until 
recently. Max found that the moment she started rolling her eyes at 
him she couldn’t stop, and they were now being sarcastic with each 
other for a living. 


She found herself enthralled now, unable to make any type of 
comment as she watched how his smile became etched onto his lips, 
all teeth, all laughter and crinkly eyes, as Dustin had snuck his way 
beneath his shirt and was presumably teasing the skin Max had yet to 
dare properly touch. She’d heard him laugh before - naturally, she 
was hilarious - but this was different. This was high pitched, 
uncontrollable, nearly child-like. 


Ticklish, she realized, as Lucas managed to turn the tables around so 
quickly his laughter might’ve not been heard beneath Dustin’s 
panicked shrieks had you not been paying attention. Lucas was 
ticklish. 


Her second discovery occurred when she tried to tease him about it 
later. 


“Oh, as if you’re not ticklish yourself,” he said, rolling his eyes. She 
had been convinced he would be spluttery and defensive, but he was 
acting calmer than she thought. 


“Pm not,” Max replied, knowing it was a lie and knowing Lucas 
would want to test that theory out, but she couldn’t help it. She’d 
grown up in an environment where physical weakness wasn’t allowed 
to be admitted to. “At least not as bad as you,” she added when he 
raised an amused eyebrow at her. 


His smirk made her stomach flutter. “Oh?” 


Max attacked so that he couldn’t, flinging herself onto him before 
he’d even made a move to scoot closer, the bed too small for this, not 
meant for two bodies, the room physically crowded if more than 
three people were in it, but they managed to not let any of their 
flying limbs hit anything but the mattress, the pillows. 


Lucas was laughing, hands gripping her forearm, but not doing 
anything to push her off other than to kick his feet. She’d wormed 
one hand beneath his arms, the other poking at his ribs, but she was 
unused to this type of playful interaction and she wasn’t entirely sure 
of what she was doing. She wondered if she was being too rough, and 
therefore it didn’t tickle enough for Lucas to feel desperate enough to 
stop her. 


Lucas’ laughter kicked up as she tried to soften her touch, leaving his 
ribs in favor of dancing over the tender skin beneath his chin, making 
him giggle so beautifully she nearly felt dizzy. She could love him, 
she thought. One day this could be more than puppy love, and that 
thought terrified her. 


She got off of him abruptly, trying to shoot a victorious smirk his way 


but feeling as if she was the more vulnerable one either way. Lucas 
had no idea. He simply tried to glare, but could barely manage a 
pout. He seemed quite content, in fact. 


“Did you like that?” she asked, aiming to tease, but Lucas lowering 
his gaze made her swallow her second question: Did I do okay? 


“Shut up,” he finally said, not so defensive to make her fully believe 
in the tone, but enough for her to tilt her head in curiosity. “Don’t 
think I won’t get you back.” 


She let out a laugh. “Good luck with that.” 
“Tl need it, huh?” 
“Definitely.” 


She ran a hand through her hair, fingers caught in the tangles when 
Lucas reached for her. She hadn’t expected him to; thinking him too 
timid after her victory, but his fingers were on her sides so suddenly 
she shrieked and thanked everything that they were alone. 


“Jeez,” Lucas said with a laugh, wrestling her down onto the bed. 
“My ears, Max.” 


But Max was too busy laughing, the sound so unfamiliar and 
uncontrollable, all high pitched and panicked. Later, after she was 
done thrashing, apparently her signature move while tickled, she 
would realize it hadn’t been so bad, that Lucas had been gentle and 
kind and barely holding her down. But before that she would turn the 
tables after he only got a few squeezes in, declaring herself the 
winner as she returned to the spots she’d tickled before and then 
some. And Lucas would laugh, carefree, his gaze timid whenever she 
paused, and it would take her way too long that he’d let her turn it 
around on purpose. 


She couldn’t help but to watch him afterward, observing his 
interactions with his friends, all of them suck teenage boys it was 
crazy that she hadn’t caught them tickling each other before. Maybe 
she’d just not been paying enough attention to it, dismissing every 


shriek and curse as something she wanted no part of. 


As she watched Mike succumb to Lucas’ nimble fingers she 
remembered how easily it was to writhe out of his grip. One kick, one 
hand to his wrist, and bit of a twist and she was free, but Mike was 
screaming his head off, heels digging into the ground and still Lucas 
wasn’t budging. Max was strong, but she wasn’t that strong. 


“Why are you watching them like that?” El asked, her own gaze 
curious, as it always was. 


“They’re just being ridiculous,” Max said automatically, but as Eleven 
nodded she realized she didn’t really believe her own words. 


“Can I try something?” she asked later that day, her and Lucas alone 
at his, only for a short while but enough to pretend this could be a 
proper date when in fact they were only watching TV. 


He turned his gaze to her. “Will I be in pain afterward?” 
She rolled her eyes. “Not if you stay still.” 
“Oh boy, I kinda wanna say no.” 


“Nope. You’ve got no choice.” She turned to face him, her legs 
crossed, her back leaning against the armrest of the couch. “C’mon.” 


He made a big show out of imitating her pose, but she could tell he 
was curious, the corners of his lips moving upward. “Now what?” 


“Do you trust me?” 

“Absolutely not.” 

“Smart boy.” She placed her hand on his knee. “Stay still.” 
“What are you doing-” 

“Don’t move.” 


Naturally, when she squeezed, Lucas did move. “Hey, don’t- 


“I said don’t move.” 


She squeezed it again, grinning when he reached out to grab her 
wrist now. “What the h-” 


“T knew I was a good tickler.” 


“What are you even talking about?” he asked, his sentence ending in 
a laugh as she used her other hand to poke at his side. “Stop.” 


“You always tickle the shit out of the guys,” she explained, swiping 
her fingers over his neck once before he managed to catch her other 
hand. “But whenever I tickle you you never really manage to get 
away, even though I know you can. I was just wondering if maybe I 
wasn’t good at it and it didn’t tickle you enough.” 


“You’ve spent way too much time thinking of this.” But his voice 
wasn’t accusatory or defensive. He sounded almost shy, although his 
gaze didn’t flicker. “But I can assure you you’re a very good tickler. 
There, happy?” 


“Then why don’t you flee? You’ve only tried to get me back once.” 
“Do you want me to do it more often?” 
“Well, no-” Maybe? “That’s not the point. Why-” 


“Max.” Lucas let go of her wrists to rub his hands over his eyes. “Are 
you really gonna make me say it?” 


“Say what?” 


“God, you know what? This is torture. Worse than the tickling.” He 
dropped his hands to his lap. “I just think it’s fun when you do it, 
okay? And you seem to have fun doing it, so.” 


And suddenly the surrendering, the succumbing, the way he let her 
get the upper hand made entirely sense. “Oh.” 


“Oh,” he mimicked, but there was no vigor in his voice as his shyness 
grew. Max was tempted to drag it out, but she wasn’t cruel and 
simply grabbed his hand to press her lips to his knuckles. 


“You're silly,” she said. 


“Says the one who has conducted a whole theory when you could’ve 
just asked me.” 


“You nearly had an aneurysm when I did.” 
He waved a hand at her. “Whatever.” 


She didn’t tickle him that day - their time alone was too short, too 
precious to be wasted on something she wasn’t necessarily in the 
mood to do - but when she did a couple of days later, it was with the 
knowledge that Lucas would take having his worst spots tickled just 
to keep her happy. 


“You could get away,” she teased as he cried for her to stop. “You 
could just grab my wrist and roll away if you wanted.” 


He managed to growl through his laughter, fingers dancing around 
hers as she spidered over his belly. His shirt had ridden up just 
slightly, but she wasn’t touching bare skin yet. Too early. 


“Pm going to-” he started, giggles drowning out his words, head 
thrown back, mouth wide open. 


“What?” she asked, her own grin audible in her voice if you somehow 
managed to hear it through his laughter (she barely could). 


Lucas whined, rapidly reaching his breaking point, but Max had 
decided to see how far she could push him while still being gentle. 
She had a feeling the gentleness was worse, but a little gentleness 
hadn’t killed anyone. 


Author's Note: 


My tumblr is here! 


